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■ HETERODOXY. ; 

• * rLORENCB PERCY. . ' 

.Pray thee, put the, sermon by— vex my soul no more with 
creeds, . ■. -.. . . „ 

V^ They are only stones and husks to my hungry spirit's 
needs ;—" 
I am tired of striving sccLS, with their various bigotry— 
fi^Ah, for me cftath holds no terror but the fear of losing thee.! 
;S':t'..;',''-^.:'^^Vv^i'-''.''V'- ■■■'■■■ ;>:.•'=■'. V •■'■'; •■;.'>.^:^;- ■■■-■ ' 
■VVin a Heaven apart from thee, could my exiled soul rejoice? 

Could I join the angels' song, missing thence thy tender 

^!^0:. Yoice r , v^-rftj^:;.;:^; w^i^:-;- -i'^ -'n^-rr' :; ^y^ '^rmv'yr-.- 

W.What to me were gates of pearl if they parted thee and me ? 
What the streets so fair and golden if I walked them 

;/what to me would be the joys of that bright and wdndrous 

' if among them I should lack evermore thy loving hand ? 
MWhat to me the pastures "green where thy feet could 
■!^^yf. -never be?'. ^ ^,.«^) V.--'y' '•'■'':' ■.'-^'■''^v "•'^!^'- [■'■■' ,■^'"••3•• - ' ■■ 
What the paths beside still waters if thou walkest not with 

Ah, wherever after death my still faithful soul may dwell. 
Saints may call it bliss or woe— they may name it heaven 

. ;i;|,^iy.,or hell, ^y^^:i^:f;;^M*}'i\;]^^>{^jt^^^^^ ::J^^yiy'^'>>i :-^ /' ••• '■ 
By thee only, oh, beloved, will my joy or pain be wrought, 
I shall find my heaven beside thee, or my hell where thou 

' ■■■" 'art not! , --'i] '■■■'■' ■^": •''''•'';• ■■^-; •'••' 



CARRARA AND ITS QUARRIES. 

:i'ii\::j^M^W!:^^ e. willard. "■■;■%•■, '■^''■.^■.;-: 

A, fine, white powder is sifted all over this 
unique Carrara, and its twenty thousand denizens. 
Ankle-deep they walk in it, clad in white gar- 
ments, and looking like a huge colony of millers. 
Their luxury of building material would be an 
architect's despair. Marble fronts everywhere, 
even to houses but one stor}' high ; a marble 
theatre, and a cathedral, elaborately chiselled ; 
marble seats in the little park whose shady walks 
lead to the town ; marble posts to indicate its 
boundaries, and a passing glance shows that the 
verj' meat market is marble, even to the sculp- 
tured beam of its great scales ! - ■ 

Howells, in his pleasant "Italian Journeys,*' 
Mys he "loves the whole rascal race, which 
ministers to our curiosity and preys upon us 
as travelers," and is not ashamed to have 



spoken so often in his book of "the lowly and 
rapacious, but interesting porters, who opened to 
him the different gates of that great realm of 
wonders — Italy." He has also some verj-racy 
observations on the instinct resident in the local 
custodian who infallibly presents himself upon 
the traveler's arrival, singles him out unerringly 
among the crowd, and takes him, feeling rather 
"new" in spite of his varied experience, under 
his wiser care. ■• . •v."-/',,^"'./..:;';':;':';,.:,, "... 'X, . : •■•';' ■ 
' So it falls out to-day. "We three" have 
barely stepped upon the platform, when the 
typical figure —the very respectable man of 
middle age, almost a gentleman in bearing 
and appearance — comes alongside, takes off his 
hat, and says, in somewhat adulterated French, 
"You have come to see Carrara, ladies, and I 
beg the honor of acting as your cicerone. My 
name is in your guide-book, and void my 
certificates of recommendation."' But we have 
a cherished idea of independence in these matters, 
and do not yield our liberty without a struggle. 

"O, I think there will be no trouble," replies 
Hypatia, resolutely, " we can get a carnage and 
be driven out M^r^." ' ■ ' ■ • 

(Attempt at emulation of the guide's local wis- 
dom,,!) ,::yy}.^':,irH<^^^ .•:-/'-!;;\,', 

** I beg your pardon, Madame, you cannot," he 
answers, mildly, but with firmness, touching his 
hat. "The road is impracticable for carriages. 
You will be obliged to walk, and, as you are 
ladies, it will take you one hour." . - V 

His words and manner are convincing, and we 
are secretly convinced. ^ ■ v". ' >^ 

"Well, if I take you, what do I j)ay?" demands 
Hypatia, in her straightforward style. ; I % v 

The "shrug European^* here enters, as an ele- 
ment into our transaction. "Ah, as to that, Mad- 
ame, all the world knows that for exhibiting and 
explaining the Carrara mines, a man ought to 
receive five francs," and the guide-apparent 
watches the effect of his words with bated breath. 

" Five francs ! " echoes the lady, in theatrical 
manner, " I cannot give you that amount for two 
hours* service — and this is all the time at our dis- 
posal — but, if you think three an object, I engage 
you." 

" Be it as you will," he answers gently, and, 
the financial question once adjusted, he rises to a 
higher atmosphere with a buoyancy that proves it 



to be his native clement. ,If still "a guide," he 
is so much more a "philosopher and friend" that 
it is quite impossible to associate with him a con- 
sideration so base as that which had so lately 
thrust itself upon our thoughts. 

We start off, briskly, for the mines, along a nar- 
row road torn by the heavy wheels of the marble 
carts, through pleasant groves and across a rushing 
streamlet," whose almost milk-white waters betray 
such a waste of the costly " raw material " as 
would wring a Yankee marble-merchant's heart. 

A vast difference it makes what one delves for 
in this world! If you doubt, compare these 
bright-faced laborers, with the miners of New- 
castle or Pennsylvania. ■, ;'-'.'^^^l ■:■':: ■■■■''■ 
Huge oxen, with tremendous sweep of horns 
and whole landscapes mirrored in their liquid eyes, 
compel us to turn out every few minutes as, pulling 
ponderous carts loaded with glistening blocks of , 
marble, they come like a slow avalanche upon us.' 
Their drivers, seated backward on their heavy 
yokes, apply the goad to the steaming flanks of 
these gentle giants, with cruel frequency, ^l'-^-^--:^ 

We slowly climb the mountain from whose 
wounded side the toil of centuries has hewn 
out more of beauty than was ever evoked from 
the same space elsewhere. Scores of skillful 
men are toiling here, as their ancestors once 
toiled, for the forgotten sculptors of imperial 
Rome, for Donatello and Michael Angelo. 
One rarely witnesses a more striking illustra- 
tion of the unseen forces that feed a wide- 
spread fame. Little it matters to these hum- 
ble laborers whether Pius the InfalliBle, or 
Lincoln the Liberator, shall be carved from the 
white masses which they pry fi*om their eternal 
resting-places and sen J forth on joumeyings, that 
will end, perhaps, after transfonnations that mock 
the magic of Arabian story, in the palace of a 
king or the state house of a far-off Republic. 
Fantastic thoughts arist in contemplation of this 
novel phase of man's activity, while the eyes 
wander over the sno^^7 confusion of the mountdn- 
side, or watch the strokes of the miner's sturdy 
arm, and the cars are filled with shouts of tcam- 
stei-s and the measured "heave chorus'* of those 
who lift the marble blocks upon their creaking 
carts. The magic Story of the Past, has here been 
wrought in forms imperishable. The whole 
Olympian dynasty once lay here, undiscovered. 



